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we reached the station, there was a first-class compartment for
my companions and me. The Faridpur Reception Committee had
also a hand in this arrangement. Only a few days ago a corres-
pondent had asked me in a letter published in Young India whether
I was a poor man or rich. It seemed as if Bengal had answered that
question. I asked them if a second-class compartment was not good
enough for my comfort, and why Bengal had arranged a first-class
compartment for me. I was told in reply that they had paid for
a second-class compartment and secured a first-class one. How
could that reply satisfy me? According to my principle, we
should not avail ourselves of a thing of which we do not approve
even if it is offered gratis. If there should be anyone so foolish or
mad as to offer me, free, a diamond necklace to wear, should I
wear it? Are my companions, too, who serve me as secretaries
and may even clean the lavatory, as weak as I so that for them
also a first-class compartment should be provided at second-class
fare? Moreover, this could not have been managed without the
Railway people obliging. Should such personal favours be accepted?
I saw in this arrangement the madness or excess of love.

I must find a solution to this problem. God's will be done.
But, then, this madness is not confined to one class of people.
We started for Faridpur at night and I had thought that I would
get plenty of rest on the way and would be able to make up fully
for the lost hours of sleep. But that was not to be. I had great
difficulty in getting sleep, thanks to cries of "0/0, alo" and other
noises. The train also stopped at almost every station. At every
station there were crowds and people insisted on having darskan.
But I had resolved never to give darshan during night-time. So I
kept lying down. But that did not help. My companions, too,
tried hard to explain the position to the people, but the more they
explained the more did the crowds get excited. There were
louder and still louder shouts of "Vandemataram, Mahatma Gandhi
hi jai> do, ah". Alo means light. The train lights had been
switched off. The people wanted them to be switched on so that
they could at least see me sleeping. This was the state of affairs
at almost every station up to Faridpur. All the time I kept
earnestly praying to God to save me from such love! When we
arrived at Faridpur, there was a huge crowd, of course, but the
arrangements on the whole were good. Babu Surendra Biswas,
the chairman of the Reception Committee, had instructed the
people in advance not to shout or rush towards me. The car,
moreover, was kept right at the spot where I was to alight, so
that ws entered the city without harassment.